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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

THE LAST RITUAL 

Let us forget awhile — or may 
We not drift into yesterday 
And play? — 

Forget for a moment years 
Crowded with shuddering fears, 
With tears? 

Lift high your hands again, and try 
To be a thrush, to touch the sky, 
To fly. 

Dance down a sunbeam ray, bright 
Like the day tossed from the night 
To light. 

Laugh to the flowers, that you 
Colored the sunshine anew 
With dew. 

Whisper to me youth was so — 
You too remember and know — 
Then go. 

HANDS 

Hands on the keys I saw — only hands; 

And yet her whole life passed before me there, 
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Marion Strobel 

Passed as she played the lilting, joyous waltz. 
Hands — hypocrites — that belied the happy notes they struck ; 
Tapering fingers of nerves, weighted with glittering ware; 
Tired hands, where veins throbbed in the hope they might 

keep still; 
Beautiful, yet too white, wavering wearily on, 
Playing the song of life when the dirge of death had begun. 



TWO SONNETS 



Will you not stay away? — and let me be 
Alone with you? Or must you always throw 
The present with its infidelity 
In front of my too weary eyes, and so 
Smear with facts the frail pastel that I 
Have made of all our past, in which I live 
With you again, again the world defy 
And all the cynics who could not forgive 
A happiness they could not understand ? 
O love, a bridge stencilled with lies I cross 
To yesterday; I find our promised land 
Again, and you. I do not feel a loss : 
If you but stay away, my You will be 
Clearer than any actuality. 
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